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Fear the Night 


The Grammys were the pinnacle of every musical year. Hundreds of musicians, all of them well heeled and 
turned out in their finest, came together to pat one another on the back. There was glitz and glamour. No 
expense had been spared in making sure that all who attended had a good time. The drink was plentiful and the 
food was created by some of the world's best chefs. 


Despite the evening's rainstorms, the red carpet was covered by a clear plastic canopy allowing the attendees 
to stay dry and the media to get their shots. Taylor smiled and waved, albeit unwillingly, as he made his way 
inside to claim another gong for another unsatisfying aloum. He didn't want to be there. He never wanted to be 
there. The awards ceremonies were nothing but a chance for the record companies to show off their latest 
products and, unfortunately, his wasn't to his taste. 


Playing in the band for an all girl group may have seemed like any hot blooded male's ultimate fantasy. But the 
reality was it was boring. Repetitive beats and venues that were crammed with teenagers who, twenty years 

before, would have been sat on their bedroom floors listening to what Taylor termed "real music". Music that 
wasn't created with the aid of multiple writers, producers and computers. He was the person they brought in 

when every tour kicked off to make it look like the songs were put together by a real band rather than a 


collection of microchips and circuit boards. 


If he'd been a drinker, he would have been hammered by the time he stepped in the front door of the massive 
venue. There were too many people and too much noise. He could feel himself fading and withdrawing into 


himself. His smile was plastered on and his movements were robotic. 


The welcome area for nominees was tastefully decorated with the ceremony’s logo. Soft lighting intended to 
give it a relaxing atmosphere and a string quartet attempted to fill the large area with soothing music. Waiters 
circulated with drinks and, as one passed, Taylor plucked a glass of orange from the tray. Social events made 
him feel uncomfortable and, no matter how many times he told himself that they were a part of his life as a 
musician, he just couldn't get to grips with them. He preferred being at home or out on his bike. He wanted to 
be somewhere secluded, creating something that would probably never chart in the Hot 100 playlists. He 
wanted to be anywhere but there. 


It didn't help that he had no one with him. The rest of the live band barely spoke to one another and the girls 
they supported had made it very clear that they didn't want the attention of a bunch of mere musicians. They 
all turned up at the allotted time, played and went back to their hotel rooms to lick their collective wounds. It 
wasn't music. It was a product and Taylor had cringed the first time he'd heard one of the songs used to 


advertise a make up line. 


Yet, no matter how much he hated them, he didn't want to be alone. As he looked around for them his eyes 
fell on a man who stood beside one of the logoed walls. He wore a black three piece suit and had a glass of 
champagne in one hand. Long dark hair curled around his shoulders and his jaw was darkened with a neatly 
trimmed beard. People were clustered around him, all seeming to talk to him. Yet his eyes were focused on 


Taylor. 


The expression on the other man's face sent a shiver down Taylor's spine and, with a shake of his head, Taylor 


turned away. 


As always, the ceremony was less of a ceremony and more of a reason to celebrate the bland and the boring. 
Taylor did his best to look interested but his mind was on the man he'd seen standing in the shadows. Eyes as 
dark as the night had pierced through him and seen his very soul. Despite his best efforts to keep his life to 
himself, in a split second of contact, the dark haired man had seen all of him. And it terrified Taylor. 


Once every award was given out and every speech had been given, Taylor hurriedly made his way to the exit. 
He evaded questions of why he wasn't staying and dodged around clawing fans. Stepping out in to the cool, rain 
cooled night, Taylor doubled over and drank in lungfuls of clear air. The cloying feeling he'd felt inside began to 
leave him, the mythical hands that were tightened around his throat slowly easing away. 


Straightening up, he looked to the sky and tried to make out the stars amid the mess of LA's lights and smog. 
They were there, somewhere, looking down on him. Maybe they guided him, too, and, at some point, he'd finally 
find his destiny. But, at forty-four, he felt like those days were numbered, 


"Never give up hope,” he murmured. "Never give up hope." 


It was only then that a thought hit him. He'd arrived at the venue in a hired tour bus with the rest of the 
band. A bus that wasn't due to leave for another two hours. Cursing softly, Taylor began to make his way 
back inside. Despite his reservations, it looked as though he'd be spending time at the after party. 

"You look awfully lonely out here." 

The voice came from nowhere and caused Taylor to stop. He'd walked out into the loading area of the verue. 
Shadows darkened the doors and buses and trucks cluttered the parking area. His heart pounded as he looked 
around himself. 

"Hello?" he called. 


He heard someone snicker, the sound making the hairs on his neck rise. 


"Shouldn't you be inside, Mr Hawkins? Celebrating all those gongs you picked up? How many was it this year? 
Five? Six?" 


"Four!" he called back. "And no, | don't want to be in there." Suddenly he found himself feeling like a child, sinking 


back in on himself. "| want to go home and go to bed." 

To his right, he saw a shadow move and he whipped around to face it. A figure stepped from behind a bus. 
Cloaked in the shadows, they began to walk towards him. Instinctively, Taylor stepped back Looking over his 
shoulder, he realised he was trapped, the wire fencing that kept the vehicles safe suddenly becoming a prison 
"Who are you?!" he demanded. 


"Me?" The voice was soft and lilting and definitely male. "Oh, I'm just someone who's been watching you." 


The figure stepped from the shadows and into the harsh glare of the halogen lights. Taylor stifled a gasp as 


his eyes came to rest on the dark haired man. 

"You," he hissed "You were watching me inside." 

The man smirked and took another step closer. "Indeed, | was. | can take you home if you don't want to stay." 
Taylor felt his stomach churn. Despite feeling like he should be running from the man, Taylor, instead, felt 
himself being drawn closer. There was something about him that made Taylor want to know more about the 
mysterious figure before him. 


"Who are you?" Taylor quietly repeated. 


The man's smirk grew wider. "I could be your best friend. Or your worst enemy.” 


With that, he was gone, brushing past Taylor. Taylor turned and made after him, the screaming voice in his 
skull growing louder. But he couldn't help himself. He had to know who the man was and why he was so 


interested in a mere drummer. 


Like the man's clothing, his car was as black as the night they drove through. The streetlights flickered by and 
Taylor glanced down at the car's speedometer. They were exceeding the speed limit by far more than he 
thought, the roads mysteriously empty of traffic even at such an early hour. It was a Sunday night and there 
were plenty of events to keep the local population entertained. Yet the inner city roads were.. empty. 


The car screamed from one road to another. Moving as slowly as he could, Taylor wrapped his hand around 


the door handle in a desperate bid to steady himself. 

"What's your name?" he asked as he tried to break the car's thick silence. 

The man's dark eyes met Taylor's in the rear view mirror. "David" 

"Mind if | call you Dave?" 

There was a pause before the man replied, "Not at all” 

"Good" Taylor nodded and turned his eyes back to the road. "Good." 

He was regretting his decision to get in Dave's car. His stomach swirled and the voice in his head had become 
a cacophony of sound. There was something about him that wasn't quite right. Something that Taylor couldn't 
put his finger on. Through the windshield, he watched as lightning forked across the sky. 


"Thought the storm had blown itself out," he murmured. 


There was no response from the driver's side and Taylor did his best to relax into the deep, leather seat. 
Thunder followed in its wake, rumbling through the night. Shivering, Taylor wrapped his arms around himself. 


Los Angeles felt like a ghost town, an abandoned city in which he, and the strange man he sat beside, were the 
only inhabitants. He tried to settle and enjoy the ride but the constant feeling that all wasn't right wouldn't 
leave him. It was a feeling that only intensified as they left the city and headed in to the hills. 


Living in a gated community had its problems when you were riding with a complete stranger and Taylor had 
Dave drop him at the gates. Unsurprisingly, the man didn't protest and, with the gates closing behind him, 
Taylor watched as the black Mercedes turned and tore back for the city. 


Nodding to the guard, Taylor slipped between the barrier and the wall and began to walk along the empty road 


and towards his house. Hidden Hills was both a blessing and a curse. On the one hand, it felt as though he was 
living in the middle of the country. On the other, he felt as though he was trapped in a bizarre version of 
Disney Land. Everything was perfect from the way the houses looked to the length of the grass. But instead 
of tourists, the estate was filled with celebrities and security guards. All of the entrances had barriers and 
guard huts. Fencing and walls swept around the estate, keeping anyone who didn't live there out. 


Or keeping those who did live there in. 


His house stood in darkness and the only indication that anyone lived there was his car sitting on the long, 
paved driveway. The house really was too big for one person It had been an impulse buy, a way to splash the 
stupid amounts cash he made playing for a pop band. Hiding it away in the hills and away from the masses 
seemed like a good idea at the time. 


Now it just felt like a tomb, large and mostly empty. Interior designers had done much of the work, furnishing 
and painting the building in a way that he would never have thought of. One room was painted in turquoise with 
long drapes hiding the floor to ceiling windows. The wine cellar, which he didn't use but which they'd still 
decorated, was filled with heavy wooden furniture. The entire building was designed to look as though it had 


been uprooted from some rural part of Spain and left in the hills of California 


Unlocking the door, Taylor walked in and turned on the hallway lights. A large staircase swept up to the first 

floor and a crystal chandelier dangled from the ceiling. The light was bright against the white marble floor and 
the scent of lilies filled the hallway. Grasping the black iron bannister, Taylor began to make his way upstairs, 
his footsteps echoing around the empty space. 


Sleep refused to come for Taylor. Lying in the large, cold bed, he stared at the dark ceiling. His ears strained 
for any other signs of human life. But, with the small hours of the morning closing in, there was nothing. Only 
the sound of his breathing and the quiet hum of the air conditioning broke the silence. 


Like the rest of the house, his bedroom was far too big for him. The room was painted white and shutters hid 
the windows from the coming sun. White sheets covered his bed while his clothes were stored in hidden 
closets. The room was supposed to feel like an escape from the world 

Wrapping himself in the layers of cotton and feathers, Taylor closed his eyes and willed himself to sleep. 

The sound of scratching was barely audible yet it was enough to make Taylor open his eyes. Holding his breath, 
he listened as the sound, like nails down a blackboard continued. He buried himself beneath the sheets as 
images of his dead and mutilated body played in his mind. 

Taylor. 


The voice was so soft, so lilting that it may as well have been a breath of air. A shiver ran down his spine and 


he gave a startled murmur. 

Come and see me, Taylor. 

He knew the room was empty yet he still addressed it as though someone was there. "Who are you?" 
You know who | am, Taylor. Come and see me. 


He whimpered and pushed back the tears that were stinging his eyes. His fingers tore at the bed, scratching 


around for a pillow. Yet, even with that covering his ears, the voice still managed to find him. 

lm at the front door, Taylor. You need fo let me in 

"Who the fuck are you?" he demanded, 

You know who | am, Taylor. 

The scratching resumed, gentle and quiet but unnerving nonetheless. To Taylor, it sounded like a human hand 
spreading and closing, its fingernails pulling at the wood. He made the motion, moving his own hand in time to 
that which belonged to the unseen being. 

"I asked you who the fuck you are?!" 

You know who | am, Taylor. 

Blood roared through his head and Taylor moaned once more. The voice was there, drifting through his head 
like a summer's breeze. It continued to call to him, cajoling him from his bed. Taylor felt as though he was an 
unwilling participant as he slipped from the bed and slowly walked through the house. His bare feet were silent 
against the marble floor. The front door loomed before him, as dark as the night outside. From the other side 
came the unmistakable sound of scratching. 

"Who are you?" he softly asked. 


"You know who | am, Taylor," a familiar voice replied. 


With his eyes wide, he took a step back and stared at the door. The voice that had spoken sounded nothing like 


the one that had echoed around his mind just a moment earlier. 


Reaching out, he turned the door handle and slowly opened the door. The figure that stood outside was bathed 
in the light of the full moon They were still clothed in their suit and a soft breeze lifted the hair from their 


shoulders, coiling it in to snake-like tresses. 


"Taylor. It's good to see you again." 


"You," he hissed. "This is a secure community. How the fuck did you get in?" 


The shadowy figure tilted their head and, in the low light, Taylor saw him smile. "Are you going to invite me 


in?" 
Taylor felt the hairs on his arms rise and a shiver rocked down his spine. "| asked you a question’ 
"So did |" 


He felt his head swim, his eyes locked on to the dark ones before him. Unable to control himself, Taylor 


stepped to one side and opened up the house to Dave. 

"Come on in," he said. 

The other man nodded, the smile still on his lips as he stepped past Taylor. 

Dave was handsome in ways that both appalled and excited Taylor. He couldn't take his eyes from the man who 
appeared to be made from shadows and, as though in a trance, he moved closer. Through the moon's bone- 
white light, he saw Dave smile and stretch a hand towards him. Like a lamb to the slaughter, Taylor leaned in 
to the other man's palm. 

"You are so beautiful, Taylor. | knew | had to see you again" 

He couldn't move, his eyes on the dark ones before him. Dave gently stroked his cheek and Taylor closed his 
eyes. He allowed the other man to move them through the house, leading him up the stairs and back to his 
room. When prompted, Taylor willingly lay back on the bed. The contact with the other man was heavenly, 
Dave's fingers soft against his skin. He murmured as his shorts were eased down and a strong hand wrapped 
around his growing erection 


Warm breath whispered against his ear as Dave spoke, "So beautiful, like an angel who's lost its home." 


Once more, a question presented itself to Taylor, one that he'd asked earlier in the evening and one which he 


wanted answering. "What are you?" 

There was a pause before Dave's lips brushed against his forehead. "| am all and | am nothing. | am light and | 
am dark. Like | said before, | am your worst enemy. Or your best friend. | can take you to heaven. Or | can 
show you hell. Which would you like?" 


Taylor gasped as the gentlest of kisses was pressed to his head. "Heaven," he murmured. "Please." 


"As you wish." 


Kisses and caresses, as light as a spring rain, melted across his body. The whiskers of Dave's beard tickled his 
skin and made him sigh. Willingly, Taylor parted his legs and invited the other man close. He wrapped his arms 
around Dave's neck and buried his face in the other man's hair. The pleasure rose and curled around him, 
taking Taylor to places he had never once dreamed of. The arms of a man were not a place that he often fell 


in to to seek the heady delights of life. Yet there was something about Dave that drew Taylor in 


The hand on his erection was as soft and as smooth as silk, gently teasing Taylor. As his orgasm crested, 
Taylor cried out. His back arched from the bed and his vision faded as strings of warm semen splattered 


against his stomach. 


Waves of pleasure carried him far further than he thought they could. Barely conscious, Taylor didn't have 
the energy, nor the willpower, to brush away the lips that touched his throat. The body that was pressed 
against his own was strong and heavy, hands grasping his and pushing them above his head. Nips and scratches 
followed the gentle kisses and he managed to let out a strangled cry as razor sharp teeth punctured his flesh. 


He fought against the monster that pinned him down, his fingers clawing at the man's back. Sobs rattled from 
between his lips and tears dampened his cheeks. But Taylor knew that the fight was futile. He knew that no 
matter what he did, the creature that pinned him down had already won. 


Dave's tongue was soft and gentle, lapping at the wound just below Taylor's ear. 
"Please don't kill me," Taylor murmured. 


Warm breath whispered by his ear, the tip of the man's tongue curling around the delicate shell. "I don't plan 
on doing that." 


Taking a deep breath, Taylor dared to open his eyes. Through the darkness, he could see Dave's long body 
stretched along his own. The other man's head was still buried in Taylor's throat, his lips and tongue working at 
the damaged flesh. His hand was still around Taylor's now limp cock, his fingers gently massaging the tender, 
sensitive flesh. 


"What are you?" he asked once more. 


At that, Dave pulled away and Taylor felt his jaw drop. In the moonlight, he could see the dark liquid that 
slithered from the other man's lips. It pooled around his mouth before trickling down into the black trail of his 
beard. Sharpened incisors had crept from Dave's jaw, droplets of blood hanging from the tips. 


The terror that had been bubbling away deep inside of Taylor broke as he screamed. Scrambling from beneath 
the other man, he raced for the door. He cared little that he was naked. His only thoughts were on getting as 


far away ask possible from the monster in his bed. 


He should have listened to the voice in his head. Should have been able to resist the unearthly temptation that 


had taken him over. Should have been able to avoid such a confrontation. Realising that he had been powerless 


in the presence of the vampire was something Taylor was finding hard to comprehend. He had read about such 
folklores, about how the vampire could control a mere mortal. He had never believed it to be true. However, an 


hour before he hadn't believed in vampires. 


Taylor took the stairs two at a time and was reaching for the front door when he snapped to his senses. A 
naked man breaking the peace and quiet of the secluded neighbourhood would do him little good. There would be 
questions which he would have to answer along with suspicions and possible eviction Vampires didn't exist, 


everyone knew that. They were the figment of imaginations, a tall tale to tell unruly children 


Yet there was one within his house, one that was determined, Taylor suspected, to take as much as unhumanly 


possible. 
Taylor. 


That voice seared through his head in its strange combination of a million different accents. Taylor whimpered 


quietly. 

Taylor, come back to bed 

"No," he whispered. "Never." 

Taylor, its awfully cold up here without you 
"Please, no." 


A breeze wrapped around his naked ankles and, with his hand still on the door, Taylor turned and looked 
towards the sweeping staircase. His eyes followed its gentle lines until they reached the shadows of the upper 
level. The darkness appeared to move, swirling slowly as it crept closer to the marble stairs. Beyond it, Taylor 
could make out the shape of a figure. It moved as though it was a part of the night, completely 
indistinguishable from all that surrounded it. 


"Taylor." Dave's voice was thick and lilting, calling to Taylor's very soul. He could feel himself weakening once 


more and his hand fell away from the handle. "Taylor, the night is young. Come back to bed" 


He desperately fought against the vampire's control. Yet no matter what he did, Taylor could feel himself 
giving in. His heart was telling him to flee while his heart told him to accept his fate. 


The figure flowed down the stairs, its feet never touching the floor until it came to rest at the bottom. 
Moonlight streamed through the high-set windows and picked out the peaks and troughs of Dave's face. In the 
stark light, he was stunningly handsome and Taylor felt the last of his resolve crumble. Stepping into the 
vampire's embrace, Taylor sealed his lips against Dave's. 


The deal was done. 


